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	Miraculous: Otter and Cottontail!

Ollie didn't really _like_ school. It wasn't that people were actually mean to him, or that his classes were difficult. Oh, no. In fact, most people thought Ollie was their absolute best friend and his grades were nearly perfect.

What Ollie didn't like was that, no matter how true the two previous statements were, he didn't believe them. He couldn't see past his own 'strangeness' (being that he was a quarter Cherokee and kids _used_ to pick on him for his large nose and funny toes) and the snickers from kids that his brain convinced him were still towards himself. Which had led to a just _lovely_ habit of skin-picking to 'fix' his imperfections.

All this 'fixing' did was make his elbows, knees, and fingers constantly raw and scabbed. Just lovely for making friends, right? _Ugh_.

Ollie thought about all of this while waiting for his sister to step out of the house to take him to school. Just because he was 16 didn't mean he could drive. There were other people on the road, ones who didn't watch where they were going or who drove drunk. He'd seen enough health class videos to know where _that_ headed. He scrolled through his phone and tugged his sweatshirt sleeves closer to his face, chewing at the hem.

Where was his sister? What was taking her so long? Just as Ollie looked up, intent on heading back inside the house, he spotted an old man with long black hair pulled in a skimpy ponytail crossing the road. A minivan rounded into the cul-de-sac, barreling forward toward the man.

"Sir!" Ollie shouted, taking off running. This was why he didn't want to drive! He grabbed the man by the wrist and yanked him off the road, nearly throwing them to the ground. "Y-you could have gotten hit!" Ollie fussed, doubling over and panting. "C-cars are dan…dangerous…"

"Son, are you OK?" the old man asked, touching the boy's arm just barely.

"Y-yeah! I just…just don't do much, y'know, running." Ollie tried to the laugh off the situation, but ended up throwing himself into a coughing fit. He tucked his dark brown bangs behind his ear and stood up straight, popping his back. "Well, I have to get to school! Please be careful, sir!" Like that, Ollie shot off like a bullet towards his sister's car, yelling at her the whole way.

* * *

><p>First period rolled around and Ollie was forced to put his phone away. His plopped down in front of his computer and pulled up his cad work, intent on finishing his design before the end of class. Drawings could be such a bear to take on, but he loved it. He was about to lose himself in his work, finish figuring out just how these parts would go together, when he heard a wheeling chair scoot closer.<p>

"Hiya, Olly-olly-oxen-free!" a dark-skinned bubbly girl greeted, giggling at the eyeroll Ollie delivered.

"Hey, Claire," the boy greeted, never turning away from his computer. Claire always tried to be his best friend. She had good intentions, but her overly-giddy and flashy personality made her quite the drain to Ollie, who preferred the quiet and calm.

"What'cha doing after school today?" Claire asked. "You should come watch the cheer practice!"

Ollie winced and shook his head, "I'll have to pass…" he mumbled, "My grandma's birthday's today, and I promised I'd spend the afternoon with her."

Claire cooed and hugged his arm, "That's so cute!" she giggled. "OK, we'll see about tomorrow, then? You have to watch us one day!" Ollie grunted, hoping the response would appease the girl enough for her to go to her own table.

She eventually left, humming to herself a she spun in her chair, blonde curls smacking Ollie accidentally.

* * *

><p>"OK, girls! See you tomorrow!" Claire giggled, waving as she practically skipped off the track. She tied her long hair back and slipped a gray hoodie over her shirt. She reached into her bag and pulled out a pack of gummies, dumping the pack in all at once. Practice generally drove her extremely hungry, so she brought a variety of things every day to snack on.<p>

The sun was setting pleasantly, pinks and oranges painting the sky under puffy white clouds. Claire couldn't help but smile at the setting, pushing stray hairs behind her ears as she stared and walked.

Until she bumped into someone.

In front of her, a short old man stumbled forward, and she jumped into action to right him before he fell. "I'm so sorry!" she yelled. "Are you alright, I didn't mean to bump into you! Oh, Claire you should watch where you're walking, you dummy!" She smacked her forehead and stomped a foot before turning back to the old man.

His large eyes were wide, and he held a bit of a grin on his face. He pushed the ponytail he had behind his shoulder and straightened his back. "Distracted by the sunset, I suppose?"

"Yes sir," Claire admitted sheepishly. "Sometimes I can't help but stare at it; it's one of the best parts of the day…" She rubbed her neck and twisted at the hips, flustered at having her spacey-ness pointed out.

"I don't blame you, dear," the man chuckled, "The sunset was the whole reason I went out in the first place."

Claire let out the breath she'd been holding, giggling. "Well, do you need help getting home? It's gonna only get darker from here, Charlotte can be dangerous at night!"

"No, no, don't worry about it, I just live around the corner," the man reassured, waving off Claire's concern.

She nodded and rustled around in her bag. "Well, at least take a treat for the road – er, street!" she said, handing a chocolate chip cookie to the man.

"Thank you, child."

And with that, Claire ran off toward her own home.

* * *

><p>"Goodnight, <em>Elisi<em>! I'm going to bed!" Ollie said, kissing his grandmother on the cheek. "I'll see you in the morning!" With that, he ran off to his bedroom and shut the door, flopping onto his bed. He hadn't had a chance to go to his room all evening, so finally being in his sanctuary was the biggest relief of his life. "I'm gonna sleep for ten years and no one's gonna stop me…" he groaned, clawing his way up the sheets.

But, that's when he spotted something on the pillow. A black box with red lettering, all written in some language Ollie didn't know. Curiously, he grabbed the box and slowly opened it.

Bright light filled his room, slowing fading into a light brown. When he could finally open his eyes, all Ollie saw was a little…well, thing. He didn't know quite what it was. But, it was definitely a thing. With whiskers and…and fingers…and was that a pouch?

"AH, BIG BUG! BIG BUG WITH A TAIL!"

He jumped off the bed and grabbed anything, everything to throw at the thing, but it dodged everything he threw. Instead, it picked up the box and tried to show Ollie the five-bead necklace inside.

"Ollie, Ollie please calm down!" the thing pleaded, floating closer.

"OH GOD IT TALKS!"

"Please stop shouting, Ollie!"

"I'M DYING!"

_Slap!_

"Are you calm now?"

"Nope." He was just slapped with a tail, how was he supposed to be calm?

"Well, at least you stopped shouting," the thing sighed. "My name's Ziggy, by the way. I'm the otter kwami!"

"I'm so dead."

* * *

><p>Claire tossed down her sparkly rainbow-sequined bag, collapsing in her rolling chair. "Guess I should do my homework…" she said to herself.<p>

After a whole day of school, cheer practice, and pulling her bubbly-ness to max-power, all Claire wanted to do was eat her Hot Pocket and take a nap. But, homework called.

As she pulled out her history textbook, she spotted a black box on her desk. "What's this thing?" she asked herself, grabbing the box. When she opened it, her room filled with blinding bright light. As it faded in light pink, a little gray bunny-looking thing floated in the air.

The bunny thing slowly opened its eyes, yawning and stretching before scratching its back and kicking a leg. "Oh, boy that bracelet gets _cramped_ after a few decades!"

Claire sat frozen in her seat, golden eyes wide and knuckles white where they gripped the arms of her chair.

"Anyway, Hi! I'm Luloo!" the bunny greeted, waving its weird stubby arm thing. "I'm your kwami!"

Claire's face drained of color, and for a moment she sat gaping like a fish. Then, finally, she cleared her throat and stood. "I-I think I need to just go to bed…"

Clearly she was more sleep deprived than she thought.

**So, these are my miracusonas! Specifically Ollie is, but Claire fell hand-in-hand with him. I'll go into more detail about them next chapter, but lemme know what you think of the concept so far!**


End file.
